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these craft, there is one prima donna's spinning-wheel (practic-
able) out of Faust, for Miss Damian, and three broken and in-
complete ones (desperately impracticable) for the chorus.

Signor Lago has virtually gone to Miss Matintyre, and said:
"If I place these properties at your disposal, and undertake to
abstain from repeated rehearsals and to scrupulously violate all
Wagner's stage directions, do you think you can make The Fly-
ing Dutchman a success for me?" It says much for Miss Mac-
intyre's courage and devotion that she appears to have answered
in the affirmative. If so, Signor Lago has certainly kept his
agreement to the letter. I could not pledge myself to train a choir
of St Bernard dogs in three rehearsals to sing the sailors' choruses
as accurately and intelligently as Signor Lago's choristers sang
them on the first night; but nobody who has ever enjoyed the
friendship of an intelligent dog would have been quite incredul-
ous if Mr Heinrich Mehrmann had made some such offer. The
simple rollicking chorus at the beginning of the last act, and the
Ho-yoho-yoho, as easily picked up as a street cry: not a bit of
either could they sing decently. They did not even rise to the
dance, perhaps because the timbers of the Victory were too frail
to stand the stamping; but it might easily have been stage-
managed so as to take place on the quay if there had been any
capable person in command. As to the miserable travesty which
accompanied such mutilated fragments of the scene between the
two crews and the girls on shore as were attempted, it would be
waste of time to pretend to take it seriously. And yet, properly
done, that episode would draw all London.

Everything in the last act was of a piece with the initial absurd-
ity of making the scene identical with that of the first act Even
when the principal singers came on to rescue us from the chorus,
the tenor got an attack of goat-bleat which nearly incapacitated
him; and the curtain came down amid roars of laughter at the
apotheosis of Senta, who had no sooner plunged into the deep in
the person of Miss Macintyre than she rose resplendent from her
dip in the person of a soft, plump, smiling, golden-haired lassie,
whose extravagantly remote resemblance to Miss Macintyre
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